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What If 


Author's Notes: 
If Tico weren\'t a musician, he\'d be a roofer. If David weren\'t a musician, he\'d be a doctor. It\'s not my 


fault they picked such sexy jobs. 


It was too fucking hot out. The air conditioner in David's office was broken, had been all week. Half his patients 
had canceled their appointments - normally, he'd be annoyed, but he was actually glad for the chance to get 
out early. 

The roofer was sitting on the roof, hair pulled back in a ponytail, sweat trickling down his face. 

"Hey, you wanna come down and have a drink? Too fucking hot to work today." 


He nodded and climbed down, David's eyes wandering to his ass as he climbed down the ladder. Not bad. 


"lm sorry, | don't remember your name." 


"Tico." 


David led him inside the house, into the kitchen, and handed him a beer. Tico leaned against the counter, pulling 
his hair loose. David let his eyes roam - Tico was covered in sweat, glistening, trails down his face and neck 
and hair from drops that saw fit to move south. South looked like a very good place to move - Tico's jeans 
were tight, David focusing on the bulge as Tico's legs shifted. 


He unconsciously licked his lips, Tico set down his drink, walked over, and straddled David's lap. 
"What're you - " 
"Like something you see, Doc?" 


David swallowed hard, looking up into deep brown eyes. Sweat still trickled down Tico's face, down his neck, down 
his chest, droplets catching in the thick hair or winding their way down to disappear at his waistband. He 
hesitated for the briefest of seconds, but when opportunity sits on your lap, you lick it: 


He leaned forward and flickered his tongue against Tico's neck, teasing himself with the tiniest hint of salt and 
musk and man He closed his eyes and drew a long, slow swipe up the side of Tico's neck, needing more of that 
heady flavor. Tico sighed and pulled a few strands of David's hair free from their ponytail, winding them 
around his fingers, and let him indulge for just long enough (for him - it was nowhere near long enough for 


David) before he stood up and started down the hall 


David watched him, licking his lips, that taste all he could think about. It roared through him, forcing him into 
action, and he sped down the hall, grabbing Tico and pushing him against the wall. 


He started with his shoulders, sucking and nibbling on the skin, Tico's hands resting in his hair once more. He 
slid down, tongue dragging paths through the sweat, pausing to circle around tight ripples. He moaned as his 
cock surged, throbbing painfully in his slacks. He fell to his knees, senses overwhelmed with salty musky man- 
taste, Tico's low growls exactly what he expected to hear from a man who tasted like that and looked like that. 


Tico's hands slid around from his hair, down to his waistband, pulling at the buttons. David's cock surged again, 
anticipation tingling down his spine in a white-hot rush. He dipped his tongue into Tico's navel, swirling it around, 
groaning when he glanced down just in time to see Tico's hard cock spring free. It didn't surprise him that Tico 


wore no underwear. 


He slid down, still licking at the sweat on Tico's hip, hands coming up to slide Tico's jeans down further as his 
tongue found the base of Tico's cock. Tico growled more fiercely as David slowly dragged his tongue from base 
to tip, swirling his tongue around the head to collect the precome pooled there. It tasted like Tico, concentrated 
into an almost unbearably intense thick liquid that coated his tongue and made his cock jump again. He groaned 
and reached down to fumble with his own belt buckle as he took the head of Tico's cock in his mouth, sucking 


hard. 


His low moan when he managed to work his cock free made Tico's cock throb in his mouth, precome flowing 
more freely onto his tongue. He moaned again, got the same reaction, sucking more of the pulsing erection into 
his mouth. Tico's hands pulled more hair free, the ponytail on its last legs, forcing him down further. A 
constant low grumble emanated from his throat, intensifying every now and then as David's tongue flickered 


over a particularly sensitive spot. 


David took as much in as he could, swirling his tongue around the shaft, nearly delirious from the taste and 
the rush of blood to his dripping cock. Tico's hands tightened in his hair, hips thrusting forward lightly. With a 
deep breath, David relaxed his throat and slid down to the root, grinning internally at Tico's sharp gasp. He 
bobbed his head, pausing at the tip to tease the slit with his tongue and collect more precome, pausing at the 
base to swallow around the hot flesh in his mouth. Tico panted and growled, fingers tangled so tightly in David's 
hair it was starting to hurt. 


"Nngh - gonna - close, gonna - 
David slid off Tico's cock with a final lick to the head, moving down to nuzzle at his balls. 
"Fuck me. Please, Tico, | need - fuck me." 


Tico pulled him up by his hair, turning them to push David against the wall and kiss him brutally. His tongue 
forced entry, not asking the permission David would have willingly given, and he explored him roughly, David 
moaning and squirming at the treatment. He pushed his tongue against Tico's, tasting him, gasping as Tico 
redoubled the intensity. A leg slid between his and he trapped it, rubbing his cock against it, lust and friction 
and pleasure making him so lightheaded he would have fallen if Tico weren't holding him up. 


Tico's hands tore at the buttons of his shirt, pushing it off his shoulders and tossing it aside. His calloused 
hands roamed over David's chest, pinching his nipples until he cried out, moving down to pump his cock with 


fast, hard strokes. 
"Lube" 


He stepped away and David hurried down the hall to the bathroom, kicking out of his shoes and pants and 
boxers on the way. Tico was naked, leaning against the wall when he returned with a bottle of baby oil. 


Tico grabbed it and pushed him against the wall, nipping at his back and shoulders, hand sliding down to caress 
his ass. David whimpered and thrust his hips into the touch, head falling forward onto his hands. Tico grinned 
at his eagerness, slicking his fingers and sliding them down the crack. David moaned and thrust his hips back 
further when cold, lubed fingers found and teased his hole. Two fingers slid into him, and he gasped, a brief 
flash of pain replaced with burning pleasure as the fingers found his prostate. Tico fucked him roughly, 
scissoring his fingers, stopping every now and then to rub that little spot until David was begging incoherently, 
bucking his hips back against the touch. 


The fingers disappeared, David groaning softly at the loss. His entire body tingled with that white-hot 


anticipation, cock throbbing and jerking so much he thought he might come right there, when the slick head of 
Tico's cock pushed against his hole. 


Tico entered him in one stroke, David arching his back and howling at the pleasure-pain-pleasure of the rough 
entry. He didn't have time to adjust before Tico started fucking him, hands gripping his hips so tightly he was 


sure he'd have bruises. 
"Holy shit - tight, you're so - fuck - " 


David's fingers curled against the wall, body on fire as Tico pounded into him. He bucked his hips against the 
violent thrusts, begging with his body for more, gasping for breath. Tico nipped at his shoulder, little flashes of 
almost-pain shooting straight to his painfully-hard cock. He nearly screamed when one of Tico's hands slid 
from his hip to his shaft, calluses on his fingers and palms dragging against the skin. He thrust into the hand, 
back against the cock inside him, back into the hand, head reeling. 


"Please, Teek - oh God, please, please - more, need - please, good, need - " 

Tico gasped, squeezed his cock, and bit down hard on his shoulder, thrusting into him hard as his cock started 
to spurt. Now David did scream, the pain and pleasure and the hot rush inside him pushing him over the edge. 
He bucked his hips wildly as he came, Tico's hand squeezing every last drop from his aching balls. He collapsed 
against the wall, Tico leaning heavily on his back, both men panting. 


"So, uh, how - how much longer is that roof gonna take?" 


He could feel Tico grin against his shoulder. "Oh, I'll need to stick around for at least another week." 


